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great  artists., . 
great  jazz . . . 
great  sound... 
on 


everybody  likes 
HAMPTON  HAWES 
vol.  3 ; the  trio 


contemporary  C3523 

the  vital  young  jazz  pianist  in  his  third 
great  CR  album.  “He  plays  with  driving 
abandon!’’ — Metronome  Yearbook.  Red 
Mitchell,  bass  and  Chuck  Thompson, 
drums — C3523 


' Shelly  Manne  & his  Friends  (Andre  Previn,  and 
Leroy  Vinncgar)' Modern  jazz  perfonnances  of 


the  nation’s  #1  drummer.  Shelly  Manne, 
with  Andre  Previn,  piano  and  Leroy  Vin- 
negar,  bass,  in  a W'onderful  follow-up  hit 
to  their  best-selling  “My  Pair  Lady”! 
"...just  about  the  last  word  in  modern 
romantic  jazz  piano  playing.”  Saturday 
Review — C3533 


a great  catalogue! 


their  first  recording,  "and  everything 
cooked!”  Counce  on  bass;  Jack  Sheldon, 
trumpet;  Harold  Land,  tenor  sax;  Carl 
Perkins,  piano;  and  Frank  Butler,  drums 
in  king-size  jazz  performances — C3526 


spontaneous  combustion!  The  West 
Coast’s  great  alto  star  meets  the  East 
Coast’s  great  Rhythm  Section  (Paul 
Chambers,  bass;  Red  Garland,  piano; 
Phiily  Joe  Jones,  drums)  in  an  uninhib- 
ited blowing  session — C3532 


the  modern  tenor  "colossus”  with  the 
nation’s  poll-winners:  Shelly  Manne  on 
drums;  Ray  Brown,  bass — in,  to  quote  the 
New  Yorker,  “a  fascinating  new  tour  dc 
force  from  the  Coast” — C3530 


Barney  Kessel,  guitar;  Shelly  Manne, 
drums  and  Ray  Brown,  bass  — 1956  and 
1957  top  stars  in  the  3 major  polls:  Down 
Beat,  Metronome,  and  Playboy!  Billboard 
says:  “consistently  fine  performance  tabs 
this  package  a must . . . one  of  the  best 
small  group  works  in  many  a moon” — 
C3535 

each 
12"  hi-fi 
long-playing 
album  $1^.98 

at  dealers 
and  distributors 
everyvjhere, 
or  write 
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perfect  #(ft 
Jfor  (©ccasiionsi 

Have  you  had  an  apocalyptic  moment  today?  Have  you  experienced  a primal  con- 
frontation? If  not,  if  you,  too,  are  leading  a dull  and  ambiguous  existence,  lost  in 
the  anomic  nomadism  of  the  declining  American  male,  then  we  have  just  the  thing 
to  put  a bit  of  eschatological  fury  in  your  existence  — a remarkable  little  volume 
which  has  earned  the  plaudits  of  thousands  of  businessmen,  executives,  community 
leaders,  and  clergymen. 


€i>rr 


n'tten 


This  remarkable  and  powerful  work  revolves  around  a single  personality— one  of  the 
most  significant  and  startling  characters  in  the  history  of  world  literature.  His  name 
is  God.  At  the  outset  of  this  epic  tale,  he  is  a brilliant  and  creative  individual— a trifle 
overbearing,  perhaps,  but  undeniably  a genius.  Then,  bit  by  bit,  he  finds  that  his 
world  is  crumbling  about  him.  He  lashes  out  in  fury,  becomes  embittered  and  cynical. 
Against  a panoramic  background  of  war  and  passion,  we  watch  him  as  he  seeks  to 
find  himself,  to  control  the  violent  energies  which  throb  and  pulse  within  him. 


We  cannot  reveal  the  climax  of  this  monumental  struggle— and  we  ask  that  you 
do  not  reveal  it  to  your  friends  who  have  not  yet  been  able  to  obtain  copies  at  their 
booksellers’.  We  can  only  say  that  the  publication  of  The  Holy  Bible  is  an  event  in 
publishing  history.  It  ranks  with  Doctor  Zhivago  as  one  of  the  most  significant  books 
to  appear  in  recent  years. 

jl^ESerbe  a Copp 
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BEfJEVOLENCE  YUSEiMI[C 


by  the  author  of  Baby  Sue,  Spot  and  the  Hydrant, 
Tim  Bites  Mother,  and  Look  and  See 


A strange  tale  of  brother  and  sister  and  the  shameless  desire  they  shared.  Shock- 
ingly true.  Candid  in  its  every  detail. 


Every  day  Dick  heard  them  say,  “Look,  look  and  see;"  every  day  he  saw  them  Run 
and  Jump;  every  day  he  saw  Spot  hide  his  bone.  He  hated  them  all.  He  loved  only 
his  sister,  and  if  doing  so  meant  damnation,  then  damned  he  would  be. 
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"Look  at  Alice  blow  out  the  candles,”  says  Jane. 
"It  is  a nice  party.” 

"It  stinks,”  says  Dick.  "Alice  has  bad  breath. 


Dick  and  Jane  go  to  Alice’s  party. 
Dick  gives  Jane’s  doll  to  Alice. 
Jane  hates  Alice.  Jane  hates  Dick. 
She  plots  to  kill  them  both. 


Dick  said,  "Let’s  have  a date,  Nancy  and  Sue. 
We  will  go  swimming  in  the  quarry.” 

Dick  is  a trouble  maker. 

He  should  be  watched. 


Dick  and  Jane  made  a ball  of  snow. 
It  got  bigger  and  bigger. 

Dick  and  Jane  laughed  together. 
Baby  Sue  was  inside. 
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Dick  saw  Sally. 

"Let’s  have  a date,  Sally. 

We  will  go  swimming  in  the  quarry.” 
Dick  is  a trouble  maker. 

He  should  be  watched. 


Dick  and  Jane  ride  down  the  hill. 
Dick  steers,  and  Jane  holds  him  tight. 
Dick  likes  to  steer. 

He  likes  Jane  to  steer  even  better. 


Baby  Sue  plays  hide-go-seek. 

Baby  Sue  knows  many  places  to  hide. 
Mother  finds  Baby  Sue  in  a deserted  ice  box. 
She  has  been  hiding  there  for  three  days. 


"Oh,  good,”  said  mother.  "Where  did  you  find  her.^” 
"At  the  quarry,”  said  Policeman  Bill. 

"She  was  with  Dick.”  Dick  is  a trouble  maker. 

He  should  be  watched 


Ed  Stoler  and  Jack  Pasanen 


They  said  il  couldn’t  done.  They 
said  that  Robert  Zellis  was  to  kill 
the  first  born  of  every  Ya-Hoo  mem- 
ber by  strangling  hitn  with  red  tape. 
In  fact  the  student  senate  went  so 
far  a^  to  bet  us  five-hundred  that  we 
couldn’t  come  out  with  a third  issue. 
But  it  has  been  done,  not  to  please 
the  administration,  not  to  give  the 
Collegian  editorial  material  for  three 
weeks,  and  not  to  ulcerate  our  bene- 
volent advisor,  but  just  out  of  sheer 
greed  and  avarice. 


It  has  been  brought  to  our  atten- 
tion by  our  Hebrew  consultant  that 
Hillel  is  constructing  a huge  coliseum 
behind  the  stables  w'hich  they  are 
stocking  with  many  hungry  lions  and 
tigers.  Editorial  ethics  prevent  us 
from  drawing  any  conclusions  from 
this  data,  however,  the  fact  that  the 
Newman  Club  membership  has 
dwindled  noticeably  in  the  past 
month  is  w'orthy  of  note. 

Also,  we  should  like  to  mention 
and  pay  ovation  to  the  University’s 
Pacifistic  Society  which  consists  of 
some  of  our  more  violently  peaceful 
faculty.  We  sympathize  with  their 
noble  endeavour;  however,  of  late 
we  have  noticed  that  the  intensity  of 
their  pacifism  has  soared  to  such 
heights  that  the  individual  members, 
in  order  to  prove  the  caliber  of  their 
stupefaction,  have  gone  so  far  as  to 
come  to  blows  with  each  other. 

Spring  is  w'ith  us  and  has  brought 
with  it  many  wonderful  happenings. 
The  telephone  booth  stuffing  craze 
has  practically  disappeared;  however, 
the  R.O.T.C.  department,  not  to  be 


outdone,  announces  that  it  has  suc- 
cessfully crammed  one-hundred  and 
thirty-two  advanced  cadets  into  a 
regulation  M-41  A-1  armored  tank. 
What  with  the  coming  of  the  warmer 
weather  many  of  our  afternoon 
classes  are  being  held  at  the  college 
pond.  So  intense  the  practice  has 
become  that  it  is  almost  impossible  to 
distinguish  between  the  academically 
inclined  and  the  sexually  reclined. 
Warm  weather  means  longer  working 
days  and  construction  activity  on  cam- 
pus has  increased.  So  high  is  the  work- 
men’s pay  that  three  English  pro- 
fessors, two  History  professors,  one 
Poultry  instructor,  and  three  frustrated 
graduate  students  have  donned  over- 
alls and  joined  the  ranks  of  the 
moneyed  class.  If  all  the  workmen  on 
campus  were  laid  end  to  end  across 
the  bottom  of  the  Pacific  Ocean — 
we  w'ould  be  very  happy.  President 
Mather  has  consented  to  have  a Spring 
Day  next  year,  however,  the  affair 
has  been  so  radically  changed  that 
he  s even  considering  holding  it  in 
November.  It  has  been  reported  that 
Baker  dormitory  is  sliding  down  the 
hill  at  the  rate  of  forty-three  centi- 
meters per  annum.  Local  scientists 
predict  that  at  this  rate  Baker  dorm 
will  become  Brooks  dorm  within  one 
hundred  and  fifty  years. 

Our  beloved  president,  or  Master 
as  he  refers  to  himself,  has  been  in 
the  news  a great  deal  of  late.  His 
proposed  Master  Plan  has  set  the 
State  House  rocking.  An  "effective 
heating  radius”  that  will  enclose  half 
of  Massachusetts,  the  lower  portions 
of  Vermont,  and  an  assortment  of 
remote  pubs  in  upper  New  York 


State  has  caused  furrowed  brows 
among  Massachusetts  Democrats  and 
even  a few  attempts  upon  J.  P's  life 
by  irate  Republicans.  Next  year  we 
can  look  forward  to  glass  buildings 
with  brick  windows,  a Student  Union 
Ballroom  Annex,  a tenting  area  for 
faculty,  castrated  Fraternity  men, 
another  million  dollars  worth  of  pipe, 
and  unlimited  supplies  of  Milltown 
for  Massachusetts  taxpayers.  Despite 
all  of  these  expensive  innovations 
there  is  really  no  need  to  worry  about 
where  the  money  is  to  come  from. 
We  understand  that  The  Master  has 
secured  summer  employment  at  the 
Cape  for  all  the  Administration. 

In  our  last  issue  we  made  an 
urgent  appeal  to  students  in  hopes 
that  they  would  submit  constitutions 
with  which  we  intended  to  appease 
the  young  angry  men  of  the  Student 
Senate.  We  received  only  one  consti- 
tution, and  since  that  one  was  sub- 
mitted by  one  of  the  Senate  Executive 
Staff  we  have  decided  against  utiliz- 
ing student  participation  for  anything 
that  involves  an  I.Q.  of  anything 
above  and  beyond  86. 

We  wish  to  announce  that  no  one 
entered  the  Ya-Hoo  Crossword  Puzzle 
Contest  in  our  last  issue.  Therefore 
the  prize  money  will  be  (ha-ha) 
returned  to  our  treasury.  The  correct 
solution  incidentally  was  "There  is  no 
correct  solution”. 

The  new  editorial  board  of  Ya-Hoo 
wishes  to  state  now  that  in  the  issues 
to  come  we  promise  never  to  be 
serious,  never  to  hate,  never  to  lie, 
and,  most  important,  never  to  covet 
thy  neighbors’  wife. 


A priest  saw  one  of  his  parishioners 
hanging  drunkenly  on  a lamp  post. 

"For  shame,  young  man.  What’s 
gotten  into  you.^” 

"Three  Fathers,  Feather.” 
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Our  Ya-Hoo  Queen  this  month, 
v/il!owy  Carolyn  Sherrif,  is  a Fresh* 
man  nursing  major  from  Belmont. 
Carolyn,  who  lives  at  Thatcher  and 
is  a member  of  Chi  O enjoys  field 
hocky  and,  of  all  things,  chess.  Our 
pretty  Scroll  also  admits  to  a fond- 
ness for  horse-back  riding.  V/e're 
sure  requests  for  riding  lessons  will 
soon  deluge  the  stable's  staff. 

Photos— Don  Witkoski 
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Another  Model  Proposal 


Now  that  the  Administration  has  agreed  to  an  authorized  Spring  Day  for  next  year,  it  seems  that  suggestions 
for  a schedule  of  events  are  in  order.  Therefore,  I would  like  to  propse  this: 


Schedule  of 

SPONTANEOUS  MERRYMAKING— SPRING  DAY 
1960 


SPONTANEOUS  BELL-RINGING:  The  Student  Senate 
will  appropriate  fifteen  dollars  out  of  the  general  fund 
to  hire  Mr.  Quasi  Moto  of  Local  56,  Amalgamated  Steeple- 
jacks to  climb  into  the  Old  Chapel  belfry  and  ring  the 
bells.  This  stirring  tintinnabulation  of  the  beloved  War- 
ren Elmer  Hinds  memorial  bells,  pealing  across  the  be- 
loved campus,  snuggled  in  the  picturesque  Connecticut 
River  Valley,  will  summon  the  entire  university  community 
to  drop  the  pressing  cares  of  a crowded  Saturday  after- 
noon schedule  in  order  to  go  a-Maying  around  the  beloved 
campus  pond.  There  will  be  no  drinking. 


GENERAL  JOLLIFICATION:  After  the  initial  poetry 
reading  under  the  auspices  of  Adelphia,  the  Housemother’s 
Charades  will  be  held.  The  winner  of  this  event  will  be 
made  an  acting  member  of  the  Redmen’s  Coaching  Staff. 
This  will  be  followed  by  the  Bermuda  shorts  knee  judg- 
ing, in  which  there  will  be  three  divisions:  men’s,  women’s 
and  intermediate’s.  These  preliminaries  will  be  concluded 
by  the  annual  Pumpkin  Dropping  Finals,  to  be  conducted 
under  the  watchful  eye  of  Assistant  Dean  Burkhardt  from 
the  roof  of  the  Student  Union. 


SPONTANEOUS  DENUNCIATIONS.  After  the  Pump- 
kin Dropping  Finals,  the  entire  student  body  will  return 
to  the  environs  of  the  campus  pond,  where  the  more 
serious  activities  will  be  held.  Mimeographed  sheets  of 
anathemas  will  be,  circulated  about  the  crowd  of  the- 
spontaneous  mass  denunciations  of  our  beloved  "scrape- 
goat”  president  and  the  administration.  When  the  student 
body  has  thus  stirred  itself  to  fever  heat,  the  keynote 
festivities  of  this  May  Day  gambol  will  commence. 

MAY  POLE:  For  this  main  attraction,  the  Botany  Depart- 
ment has  graciously  agreed  to  provide  a somewhat  rare 
species  of  Australasian  stinging  nettle,  with  which  the 
May  pole  will  be  swathed.  As  the  echoes  of  his  recent 
denunciation  reverberate  across  the  Connecticut  Valley, 
President  Jean  Paul  Mather  will  be  lead  forth  and  be 
bound  to  the  May  pole.  Then  those  fortunates  with  1.0 
cumulative  averages  or  less,  will  pick  up  the  piano  wires 
which  we  have  substituted  for  garlands,  and  merrily  inter- 
twining, dance  the  ancient  druid  May  dance,  lacing  our 
beloved  "scrapegoat”  firmly  against  the  nettle  encrusted 
May  pole. 

DEAN’S  SACK  RACE:  This  event  will  be  symbolic  of 
the  eternal  battle  of  the  sexes.  Deans  Curtis  and  Hopkins 
will  be  firmly  trussed  in  weighted  sacks,  and  will  race 
each  other  across  the  campus  pond. 

(Continued  on  page  20) 
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A farmer  once  phoned  a veter- 
inarian. "Say  Doc,"  he  said,  "I’ve 
got  a sick  cat;  he  just  lays  around 
licking  his  paws  and  doesn’t  have 
any  appetite.  What  should  I do  for 
him.^" 

"Give  him  a pint  of  Castor  oil," 
ordered  the  vet. 

With  some  mi.sgivings,  the  farmer 
forced  the  pint  of  Castor  oil  on  the 
cat.  Two  days  later,  the  vet  met  the 
farmer  on  the  street  and  asked; 
"How’s  your  sick  calf.’’’ 

"Sick  calf.’  That  was  a sick  cat  I 
had.” 

"Migawd!  Did  you  give  him  the 
pint  of  castor  oil.’’’ 

"You’re  damn  right  I did." 

"What  did  he  do?” 

"Last  time  I saw  him,  he  was 
going  over  the  hill  with  five  other 
cats.  Two  were  digging,  two  were 
covering  up  and  one  was  scouting 
for  new  territory.” 


Won't  Y©y  Try? 


"If  I pay  cash  will  you  give  me  a 
discount?”  asked  the  rich  rancher. 

"Yes,  ten  per  cent,”  replied  the 
car  dealer. 

The  rancher  was  no  good  at 
figures,  and  he  couldn’t  figure  out 
how  much  ten  per  cent  would  be. 
He  decided  to  think  about  it  at  lunch. 

Walking  into  a cafe,  he  sat  down 
and  started  figuring  the  discount. 
When  a waitress  came  up  he  looked 
up  at  her  and  said,  "If  I were  going 
to  give  you  ten  per  cent  of  $5,000 
how  much  would  you  take  off?” 

"Would  my  earrings  bother  you?” 
she  asked. 


"Mother,  can  I go  out  to  play?” 
"Yes,  daughter,  but  not  with  little 
boys;  they’re  too  rough.” 

"But,  Mother,  if  I find  a nice 
smooth  little  boy,  can  I play  with 
him?” 
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A Grecian  Diologue;  the  scene  is  set  in  the  death  cell  of  Socrates  where  he  is  awaiting  the  entrance  of  the  guard 
bearing  the  poisoned  hemlock  which  he  must  drink;  he  has  whiled  away  the  time  writing  naughty  jokes  on  the 
walls  and  is  presently  greeting  his  friends  Crito,  Phlius,  and  Simmias  who  have  come  to  visit  him: 


Socrates  Speaks:  Hail  Friends. 

All:  Hail  Socrates. 

Socrates  Speaks:  (noticing  Crito) 

Ah,  my  beloved  Crito*  (* Socrates 
had  a pretty  bad  name  in  Athens 
for  this  sort  of  thing),  you  have 
come  here  to  reason  with  me, 

Crito  Speaks:  Well... 

Socrates  Speaks:  You  have  undoubtedly 
come  here  to  convince  me  that  I 
must  not  die;  that  you  must  tell  the 
excutioner  that  it  is  you  who  is 
Socrates  and  so  drink  the  hemlock 
in  my  place  that  I may  live  on  to 


philosophize.  You  must  wish  to  die 
in  my  place. 

Crito  Speaks:  That’s  not  exactly  what 

I... 

Socrates  Speaks:  Your  reasons  are 
sound,  I find  myself  baffled  by 
your  logic  (starts  for  door),  I will 
see  your  later  (he  trips  and  falls 
on  his  philosophic  face).  Damn! 
1 forgot  the  chains! 

Crito  Speaks:  I did  not  come  to  die 
in  your  place. 

Socrates  Speaks:  (sullenly)  Thou  art 
indeed  a great  buddy,  (brigthen- 


ing)  What  about  Phlius?  (Crito 
shakes  his  head)  Simmias?  (Crito 
shakes  his  head)  Then  why  did  you 
come? 

Phlius  Speaks:  We  never  saw  nobody 
poisoned  before! 

Crito  Speaks:  (aside)  Shuttup  you 
fool!  (to  Socrates)  We  have  come 
to  listen  to  you  speak. 

Socrates  Speaks:  (brightening)  To 

listen  to  little  old  queer  me  speak? 

Phlius  Speaks:  (to  Crito)  Must  we? 

Socrates  Speaks:  I will  discuss  Life 
for  you. 
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Phlius  Speaks:  What  time  they  gonna 
give  you  the  poison? 

Crito  Speaks:  (aside)  Shuttup  you 
fool!  If  he  wises  up  lie  might  not 
let  us  stay! 

Socrates  Speaks:  Would  you  like  to 
hear  me  discuss  Life? 

Simmias  Speak?:  Not  especially. 

Crito  Speaks:  (gagging  Simmias)  We 
would  love  to  hear  you  discuss 
Life. 

Socrates  Speaks:  Lie  here  beside  me 
on  the  couch. 

Simmias  Speaks:  Jail  hasn't  changed 
you  a bit,  has  it  Socky,  old  thing? 

Socrates  Speaks:  Phlius,  what  is  Life? 

Phlius  Speaks:  What  you're  almost 
out  of!  (Phlius  and  Simmias  roar 
with  laughter  and  slap  one  another 
upon  the  back  as  they  go  through 
the  motions  of  drinking  hemlock) 

Socrates  Speaks:  (to  Crito)  Methinks 
I will  strangle  that  little  Athenian 
Ass!  (to  Phlius)  Get  thee  from  my 
cell! 

Phlius  Speaks:  Aw,  come  on  Socky, 


we  never  saw  nobody  poisoned 
before!  Euler  guard  uith  hemlock 
cup. 

Socrates  Speaks:  (cunningly)  In 

sooth,  'tis  my  afternoon  wine. 

Phlius  Speaks:  Wine?  They  give  you 
wine  here? 

Socrates  Speaks:  Yea,  'tis  my  wine 
(rubbing  his  hands)  but  1 am  not 
thirsty,  I will  pour  it  away  (picks 
up  hemlock). 

Phlius  Speaks:  Socrates,  friend,  I 

haven't  had  a slug  since  the  ABC 
started  checking  I.D.’s  at  the 
coliseum. 

Socrates  Speaks:  'Tis  fine  wine  (he  is 
grinning  from  ear  to  ear),  tell  the 
guard  that  you  are  Socrates  and  he 
will  let  you  have  it.  He  is  new 
here  and  does  not  know  my  identity. 

Guard  Speaks:  Who  is  Socrates? 

Phlius  Speaks:  Here  I am!  Give  me 
the  drink! 

Guard  Speaks:  Little  anxious  aren't 
you  boy? 

Phlius  speaks:  I thrive  on  the  stuff! 


Guard  Speaks:  Take  and  drink. 

Plenty  more  where  that  came  from. 
(Phlius  takes  and  empties  the  cup 
with  one  slug) 

Phlius  Speaks:  Tastes  lousy! 

Socrates  Speaks:  Got  a good  kick  to 
it  though. 

Phlius  Speaks:  I'm  tired. 

Socrates  Speaks:  (Gathering  his 

things  together)  Guard,  I caught 
my  leg  in  this  chain,  will  you 
release  me,  please. 

Guard  Speaks:  Certainly,  Sir. 

Phlius  Speaks:  Something's  fishy  here 
(he  yawns).  I think  you  tricked 
me,  you  Greek  Bas . . . (falls  to 
knees)  Socky,  w’hy  did  you  do  it? 

Socrates  Speaks:  (leaving  cell  with 
Crito  and  Simmias  who  are  point- 
ing to  Phlius  on  the  floor  and 
laughing)  Know  something  boy? 
I never  saw  nobody  poisoned 
before. 

Exeunt. 

Ed  McManus 


i. « . -<-<.<6  r 


\ 


The  house  guests  were  assembled 
with  their  hosts  in  the  living  room 
after  dinner,  chatting  pleasantly,  when 
the  five-year-old  daughter  of  the  house 
appeared  suddenly  in  the  room,  her 
clothes  dripping  wet  w'ith  water.  She 
could  scarcely  articulate,  so  great  w'as 
her  emotion,  and  her  parents  rose  in 
consternation  as  she  entered. 

"You  . . . you,”  the  little  girl 
babbled,  pointing  at  the  male  of  the 
house  guests.  "You’re  the  one  who 
left  the  seat  up.” 


Outside  it  was  a cold  winter's  night, 
but  inside  it  was  warm  and  cozy  as 
grandmother  sat  around  the  glow- 
ing embers  on  the  hearth  enjoying 
the  serenity  with  her  little  children. 
Her  voice  w'as  one  of  velvet  as  she 
related  the  favorite  bedtime  story. 

When  she  had  finished,  little  Julie 
nestled  her  golden  curls  against  Gran- 
nie’s leg  and  all  the  little  brood 
pleaded  for  another  tale.  "What  would 
you  like  to  hear.^”  said  Granny  in  her 
usual  softness.  At  this  little  Julie 
raised  her  angelic  face  and  said  to 
the  sweet  old  w'oman,  "Tell  us  about 
the  time  you  w'ere  a prostitute  in 
Chicago.” 


A woman  approached  the  Pearly 
Gates  and  spoke  to  Saint  Peter. 

"Do  you  know  if  my  husband  is 
here?  His  name  is  Smith.” 

"Lady,  w'e  have  lots  of  them  here, 
you’ll  have  to  be  more  specific.” 

"Joe  Smith.” 

"Lotsa  those  too,  you’ll  have  to 
have  more  identification.” 

"Well,  when  he  died  he  said  that 
if  I w'ere  untrue  to  him,  he’d  turn 
over  in  his  grave.” 

"Oh,  you  mean  ’Pinwheel’  Smith!” 
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Scram  Shorty,  or  I'll  show  you  how  they're  hanging. 


His  wife,  cictcrminctl  to  uire  him 
of  liis  evil  W.IJS,  with  tlic  jid  of  .i 
sheet  and  an  eleetrie  torch,  trans- 
formed herself  into  a tair  resemblance 
of  a ghost.  Slie  went  in  and  shook 
the  drunkard. 

"Wash  that?"  murmured  the  lush. 

"This  is  the  Devil,"  came  an 
answer  in  sepulchral  tones. 

"Shake  hands,  old  horsh,  I married 
your  sister." 


A political-science  professor  was 
struggling  with  a drowsy  class  on  a 
warm  spring  afternoon.  They  were 
discussing  the  constitution. 

Spotting  a particularly  sleepy  fellow 
in  the  back  row,  the  professor 
snapped,  "Sir  if  the  President  of  the 
United  States  died,  who  would  get 
the  job?" 

The  student  puzzled  a moment, 
then  replied,  "A  Republican  under- 
taker.” 


Little  Billy’s  pet  turtle  was  the 
light  of  his  life.  Day  after  day  he 
and  Tubby  w'ould  romp  and  play 
happily  with  each  other.  Then  one 
day  Billy  found  Tubby  lying  on  his 
back  motionless  and  still  and  he  was 
hysterical  with  grief. 

"Now  Billy,”  said  his  father, 
"don’t  feel  too  bad.  We’ll  call  it  a 
party.  You  can  have  all  your  friends 
and  play  games,  and  Mother  will 
serve  you  ice  cream  and  cake.” 

Billy  sniffed  and  dried  his  tears, 
but  just  then  he  looked  at  Tubby. 

"Daddy,  look!”  he  cried. 

The  little  turtle  moved  its  legs 
feebly  and  finally  managed  to  right 
itself.  Billy  watched  him  a few 
seconds,  then  he  looked  up  at  his 
father. 

"Daddy,"  he  said,  "let’s  kill  him.” 
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PAT 


Pat  Goone,  who  recently  has  attained  nationwide  attention  by  refusing  to  kiss  his  co-star  in  a current  movie, 
refused  to  endorse  everything  from  cigarettes  to  Turns,  refused  to  patronize  public  urinals,  in  fact,  refused  to  do 
anything  but  sing  his  nauseating  ballads,  is  the  subject  of  this  exclusive  Ya-Hoo  Interview.  Benevolence  Yushnik 
reports. 


! "When  he  greeted  me  at  the  door 
he  was  nice  as  when  I talked  to  him 
earlier  on  the  phone.”  "Come  right  in, 
Ben,”  He  said  in  a clean  pure  voice. 
"Why  thank  you,  Mr.  Goone,”  I 
If  answ'ered. 

|;  "Just  call  me  Pat,  Ben,”  he  said, 
II  "I  hope  you  won’t  mind  speaking  in 
(,  ;he  kitchen.  I'm  just  whitening  up  my 
||  bucks  to  make  them  clean,  clean 
||  and  pure.  Dirty  bucks  mean  a dirty 
P mind.” 

.1  "Certainly  do,”  I chuckled  uncer- 
I tainly.  "By  the  w'ay,”  I asked, 
"Where’s  the  w'ife  and  kids?” 

: "Oh,  Emmy  Lou  took  the  kids  to 

I the  hospital — ate  some  Savings  Bonds. 

I Great  kinds  though.  Clean  kids.” 

! "Oh,  how  aw'ful,”  I sympathized. 

' "Aw'ful!”  he  retorted.  "Suppose 

I you  think  having  clean  kids  is  a 
! crime.  Why,  I got  a good  mind  to 
1 smash  your  dirty,  ugly  face.” 

' "I  only  meant  that  it  was  aw'ful 

1 


about  the  kids  eating  the  bonds.” 
"Oh,”  he  chuckled  nervously. 
"You  certainly  stirred  up  the 
country  by  refusing  to  kiss  your  leading 
lady  in  Bernadine.  Quite  a thing,  Pat. 
You  and  Emmy  Lou  must  be  very 
much  in  love.” 

"Yes,  that’s  true,”  he  replied. 
"Marriage  makes  a man  out  of  you. 
Golly,  I bet  I wouldn’t  have  kissed 
that  girl  even  if  Emmy  Lou  hadn’t 
threatened  to  smash  me  one.  Great 
girl,  Emmy  Lou — clean  and  pure— 
got  a clean  and  pure  right  cross  too.” 
"Well,  Pat,  "I  continued,  "How 
about  an  inside  scoop  on  the  latest 
book.  Hear  it’s  causing  quite  a stir 
among  the  teenagers.” 

"Ya,  the  little  bast — that  is,  boys 
and  girls  are  really  eating  it  up.” 
"How  did  you  come  to  write  it, 
Pat?”  I asked.  "After  all  Pat  Goone 
is  noted  as  America’s  favorite  singer, 
not  a novelist,”  I said. 
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"Well,  Ben,”  he  answered,  "I  was 
reading  The  Good  Book  and  saw'  all 
those  'begats’  in  it.  Got  me  kinda 
angry — all  that  dirty  stuff  and  all. 
Decided  to  clean  it  up.” 

"But  Pat,”  "I  answ'ered,  "begat 
only  means  'gave  birth  too’ — 

"That's  w'hat  I mean— felt  I had 
to  clean  up  that  filth.  You  know', 
make  it  clean  and  pure.  As  a matter 
of  fact  I’m  w'riting  another  book,  a 
new  dictionary — revised.  Going  to  get 
rid  of  words  like  kiss,  and  sex,  and 
passion.  It’ll  be  clean  and  pure.” 
"You  don’t  believe  in,”  I 
w'hispered,  "sex  education”. 

"I  do  so  believe  in  education,” 
he  screamed.  "Christ — I-I  mean  crim- 
miny  I got  degrees  up — I mean — 
well,  I got  a lot  of  em  anyway.  I 
just  don’t  believe  in — oh,  I hate  to 
even  say  it  again — sex. 

"I  understand,  Pat.”  I stuttered. 

(Continued  on  page  18) 
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A college  professor  was  calling  roll 
n one  of  his  classes. 

Robinson.” 

Here.” 

Rosenthal.” 

Here.” 

Mary  Smith.” 

Here.” 

Wanamaker.” 

Chorus — "Yes.” 


"Where  did  you  go?” 

’ "Out.” 

"What  did  you  do?” 

"Oh,  w'e  went  to  the  movie  and 
saw  a good  flick,  stopped  at  the  snack 
shop  on  the  way  home,  then  went 
over  to  Jimmy’s  place  for  an  hour  and 
played  Monopoly.  After  that,  w'e  went 
back  to  the  sweet  shop,  played  cops 
and  robbers  for  about  fifteen  minutes, 
then  Mrs.  Callahoon  chased  us  out 
of  her  garage  and  I came  home, 
spending  approximately  forty  minutes 
on  my  way.  We  had  a helluva  good 
time !” 


There  once  was  a young  man  named 
Brown, 

And  while  mowing  his  lawn  he  was 
drowned. 

It  seems  that  he  fell 
Down  the  shaft  of  a well; 

Couldn’t  tell  his  grass  from  a hole 
in  the  ground. 


"Hello,  Joan,  watcha  doin’  next 
Saturday  night?” 

"Gotta  date.” 

"And  the' next  Saturday  night?” 
"Gotta  date.” 

"And  the  Saturday  after  that?” 
"Gotta  date.” 

"Good  gawd,  woman,  dontcha  ever 
take  a bath?” 


Charge  it  . . . 
at 


Mr.  Lefkowitz  was  worried  that  his 
son  might  be  forgetting  his  religion 
in  the  midst  of  a New  York  whirl. 
He  sent  him  a telegram:  "Yom 

Kipper  starts  tomorrow.”  To  which 
the  son  absent-mindedly  dictated 
this  reply:  "Put  a hundred  on  the 
nose  for  me.” 


New  Experience 
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(CoutnineJ  from  16) 

"Well,  perhaps  v.c  could  change  the 
subject.  I'm  sure  that  your  fans  would 
be  interested  in  knowing  just  what 
your  favorite  songs  are.” 

"Oh,  I couldn’t  tell  you  any  titles. 
Can't  seem  to  remember  titles.  Guess 
I just  like  songs  with  pretty  words 
in  them.  Got  to  be  clean — like  moon, 
and  you  and  me,  we,  and  they,  and — " 
"I  understand,  Pat.  That's  nice. 
Well,  I can  see  that  I’ve  got  all  the 
material  I need.  It  sure  has  been 
swell  speaking  with  you.  I'll  just  be 
runni — ” 

"Just  a minute,  buddy!!”  Pat 
screamed,  blocking  the  door  and  in- 
discriminately kicking  my  shins.  "Just 
where  do  you  think  you’re  going?  I 
haven’t  told  you  about  how  I work 
around  the  house  for  Emmy  Lou, 
and  go  to  church  on  Sunday,  and 
don’t  smoke—” 

"I’ve  just  got  to  be  going,  Pat,” 
I gasped  as  I delivered  a clean  pure 
left  to  his  midsection  and  vainly 
attempted  to  crawl  between  his  legs. 


” — and  eat,  and  sleep!”  he  con- 
tinued, hardly  stopping  to  breathe! 

Just  then  Emmy  Lou  came  in  with 
the  kids.  "At  it  again,  hey  Pat,”  she 
yelled  and  then  began  pummeling 
him.  Pat  was  right.  She  sure  did  have 
a clean  pure  right  cross. 

Eventually  order  was  restored,  and 
Emmy  Lou  introduced  me  to  the 
children — Prudence,  Virtue,  Hope, 
Charity,  and  dark  little  fella  named 
Larry  who  somehow  looked  like  a 
Benny  Schwartz  I once  knew. 

I said,  "Goodbye” 

"Goodbye,”  they  all  chorused 
angelically.  All  except  for  little 
Larry  that  is  he  just  sat  there  thumb- 
ing his  nose  and  making  obscene 
gestures.  "Keep  a clean  and  pure 
upper  lip,”  Pat  added. 

On  the  w'ay  home  I stopped  at 
the  corner  bookstore.  They  were  all 
out  of  copies  of  Lady  Chatterly's 
Lover;  I compromised  and  picked  up 
an  edition  of  The  Marquis  de  Sade 
and  strolled  gingerly  home. 

Wes  and  Jack 


SHEE  and  SHEE 


* 


'C  & C Package  Store 
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THE  MASSACHUSETTS  YA-HOO  INVITES  ITS  READERS  TO  TRY 

A New  Monthly  Contest  Sponsored  and  Judged  by  the  Ya-Hoo  StafF  on  Behalf  of  our  Back  Cover  Advertiser 


Put  a little  sunshine  in  your  life.  Put  some  cash  in  your  pocket.  Enter  the  monthly  Ya-Hoo 
"Limerick  Laughter”  contest.  It’s  easy.  It’s  fun!  You  have  three  chances  to  win  every  month 
you  enter.  Here’s  how  the  contest  works: 

This  month,  Ya-Hoo  will  award  $5  for  the  best  limerick  submitted  with  an  empty  L&M 
cigarette  pack.  Another  $5  will  be  paid  for  the  best  limerick  submitted  with  an  empty  Ches- 
terfield pack,  and  a third  $5  for  the  best  limerick  submitted  with  an  empty  Oasis  pack.  Ten 
(10)  honorary  mention  limerick  winners  each  month  will  receive  Happy  Talk  game,  the 
new  hilarious  word  game. 

Write  your  limerick  on  any  subject  you  choose.  Enter  as  often  as  you  wish,  but  be  sure 
to  accompany  each  limerick  with  an  empty  pack  of  L&M,  Chesterfield  or  Oasis  cigarettes. 

This  contest  is  open  to  all  University  students  and  faculty  members.  Entries  must  be 
mailed  or  delivered  to  the  Ya-Hoo  office,  and  limericks  for  the  May  contest  must  be  re- 
ceived bv  June  1,  1959.  Names  of  the  winners  will  be  published  in  the  next  edition  of 
Ya-Hoo.' 

So  enter  now.  It’s  easy.  The  samples  below  show  you  how  easy  it  is  to  write  a winning  lim- 
erick. 


In  Amherst  the  coming  of  spring 

Is  not  marked  by  the  bird  on  the  wing 
But  by  each  Lochinvar 
Setting  forth  in  his  cat- 
intent  on  a Rifle  Range  fling. 

O pity  the  plight  of  Farouk 

Once  a king  now  not  even  a duke 
But  he  still  gets  big  pleasure 
In  true  kingly  measure 
With  a Chesterfield  in  his  Chibouk. 


An  astronomy  student  named  Lars 
Discovered  while  studying  Alars 
With  an  L & M smoke 
He  could  always  evoke 
A great  deal  more  taste  and  it’s  low  in  tars 

A maiden  who’d  never  been  kissed 
Kept  wondering  what  she  had  missed 
'Til  she  smoked  an  Oasis 
And  just  on  that  basis 
She  settled  for  its  Alenthol  Mist. 


L & M is  Low  in  tar 
with  fslore  taste  to  it. 

Don't  settle  for  one  v/ithout  the  other. 


CHESTERFIELD  KING  . 
Nothing  Satisfies  Like  the 
Big  Clean  Taste  of  Top  Tobacco 


MENTHOL-/V«ILD  OASIS 

Delightfully  Different 
— a Refreshing  Change 
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(Continued  front  pa^e  10) 

DRAWING  Si  QUARTERING:  For  this  event  the  stu- 
dent body  will  have  to  separate  into  its  respective  classes. 
The  class  of  '60  will  gather  on  the  north  side  of  the  pond, 
'6l  on  the  east,  '62  near  the  south  end,  and  the  freshmen 
on  the  west  side.  Then  the  beloved  campus  cop,  beloved, 
spontaneous  "Red"  Blasko,  will  be  led  from  the  Student 
Union.  Four  stout  nylon  cables  will  be  passed  out  to  the 
respective  classes,  and  the  ends  firmly  attached  to  "Red's" 
extremities.  Then  the  tug  o'  war  will  be  joined,  and  law 
and  order  symbolically  thrown  to  the  four  winds. 

THE  PROVOST  FLOAT:  As  the  darkening  sky  reflects 
lower  in  the  waters  of  the  beloved  campus  pond,  the 
senior  women  will  light  candles  (97  representing  t' 


years  since  the  school  s founding)  embedded  in  the  back 
of  Provost  Shannon  McCune,  and  will  float  him  across 
the  pond  to  the  junior  women  on  the  other  side.  This 
is  sure  to  one  of  the  more  interesting  parts  of  the  program 
in  that  the  Provost  always  adds  some  comical  comment.  If 
this  event  takes  place  it  will  be  the  first  time  in  four  years 
that  weather  has  been  favorable. 

ALMA  MATER:  In  conclusion,  as  the  recently  expired 
candelabrum  drifts  across  the  beloved  campus  pond,  its 
flickering  light  showing  the  way  to  a brighter  tomorrow, 
the  entire  student  body  will  spontaneously  break  into  the 
beloved  strains  of  the  old  Alma  Mater:  "Baystate's  loyal 
sons  are  we " 

Bob  Viator 


A new  and  proud  daddy  dashed  to 
the  hospital  to  see  his  wife  and  baby. 
At  the  door  to  his  wife’s  room  he  met 
a cute  nurse  carrying  a cute  little  baby. 
The  nurse  held  the  child  forward  for 
the  father’s  inspection.  The  beaming 
papa  held  the  baby,  looked  at  the 
nurse  and  said,  "Isn’t  little  Arthur  a 
handsome  chap?” 

Indignant,  the  nurse  answered, 
"This  isn’t  your  child.  This  one’s 
name  is  Alice,  and  please  let  go  of 
my  finger.” 


A girl  was  telling  a boy  friend 
that  she  realized  she  was  very  popu- 
lar, but  she  didn’t  know  why. 

"Do  you  suppose  it’s  my  com- 
plexion?” she  asked. 

"No.” 

"My  figure?” 

"No.” 

"My  personality?” 

"No.” 

"I  give  up.” 

"That’s  it.” 


EVERYONE'S  SUBSCRIBING— WHY  DON'T  YOU? 

Enclosed  you  will  find  70  cents  ($.70)  in  check  or  money  order  lor  one  year  s (three 
issues)  subscription  to  YA-HOO,  the  undergraduate  humor  magazine  at  the  University 
of  Massachusetts. 

Please  send  my  three  issues  to: 

Name  

Street  

City  State 
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A gir!  of  our  accjiuintanLC  was 
shopping  in  her  neighborhood  market 
and  found  herself  behind  an  austere- 
dame  at  the  meat  counter.  This  mem- 
ber of  the  local  elite  requested  with 
much  dignity  that  the  butcher  make 
.some  suggestion  tor  her  dinner  menu. 

"Of  course,"  said  the  butcher, 
"how  about  a nice  ox  tongue  to  be 
served  with  spinach?” 

"What?”  exclaimed  the  haughty 
one.  "Do  you  have  the  nerve  to 
suggest  that  1 eat  anything  that  has 
been  in  a cow's  mouth?” 

"Well,  madam,”  came  back  the 
butcher,  "what  did  you  have  for 
breakfast  this  morning?" 

"Eggs.  Why?” 


Date  (in  dark  room) : Take  your 
hand  off  my  knee!  No,  not  you. 

I 


Two  privates  were  digging  a hole 
in  which  to  bury  an  animal.  One 
swore  it  was  a horse,  the  other  was 
convinced  it  was  a mule.  Finally 
they  stopped  digging  altogether  and 
were  arguing  heatedly  when  a West 
Point  captain  snapped  onto  the 
scene. 

"I  don't  care  what  it  is,  get  busy 
and  bury  it,”  he  said.  "Besides,  you're 
both  wrong.  It's  an  ass."  The  dig- 
ging was  almost  finished  when  an- 
other private  ambled  by. 

"Whatcha  doin',  diggin’  a fox- 
hole?” 

"No-o-o.” 


"Let’s  not  have  any  more  jokes 
about  sex,  drinking,  or  profanity." 

"Okay,  I'm  tired  of  putting  out 
this  magazine  too." 
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Little  Lucy  had  just  returned  from 
the  childrens’  party  and  had  been 
called  into  the  dining  room  to  be 
exhibited  before  the  dinner  guests. 

"Tell  the  ladies  what  mamma's 
little  darling  did  at  the  party,”  urged 
the  proud  mother. 

"I  frowed  up,”  said  little  Lucy. 


An  American  soldier  goes  into  a 
London  restaurant  and  sits  down  at 
! a table.  After  a few  moments  a good 
I looking  filly  jaunts  over  to  his  table 
and  lays  down  the  menu.  "What’s 
good  today?” 

"Rhubarb,  rutabagas,  ravioli,  rice, 
j and  roast.” 

" "Baby,  you  sure  roll  your  r’s.” 
"Yea,  maybe  it’s  because  of  the 
high  heels  I’m  wearing.” 


Visitor;  "Why  does  your  grandmother 
just  sit  there  and  read  the  bible 
all  day?” 

Little  boy;  "I  think  she’s  cramming 
for  the  final.” 


Printer’s 


Printer 


An  Indian  and  scjuaw  boarded  a 
train  for  the  first  time.  He  had  thc 
upper,  she  the  lower  The  Indian 
said,  "Me  thirsty,”  and  his  squaw 
left  her  birth  to  get  him  some  water. 

He  kept  this  up  all  night,  the 
squaw  getting  up  each  time  he 
needed  water.  Finally,  near  morning, 
she  said,  "Me  no  can  gettum  more 
water,  paleface  sittum  on  well.” 


Country  Girl:  "My  paw  is  the  best 
rifle  shot  in  these  parts.” 

City  Slicker:  "Well,  what  does 

that  make  me?” 

Country  Girl:  "My  fiance.” 


Little  Boy;  "Mummy,  sing  me  a 
lullaby.” 

Mother;  "Hold  my  beer  for  me 
and  I'll  see  if  I can  get  one  on  the 
radio.” 


'—And  one  fi 
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College  Headquarters 

Newly  Decorated  Guest  Rooms  with  Console 
, Television,  Radio,  Air  Conditioning 


SPECIAL  COLLEGE  DORMITOilY  RATES  FOR 
DIG  WEEKENDS 


Private  Banquet  Rooms  for  Your 
Fraternity  & Sorority  Dances 

¥(sv©[rrii 

ROUTES  5 & 9 - NORTHAMPTON 


The  ROTC  instructor  was  never  hampered  by  a sense 
of  false  modesty.  Out  on  a duck  hunt  one  time  he  spied 
a bird  soaring  overhead,  took  careful  aim  and  fired,  but 
the  bird  sailed  on  undisturbed  towards  the  horizon. 

The  marksman  watched  in  shocked  silence,  then  dashed 
his  weapon  to  the  ground  and  cried  out,  "Fly  on,  yor 
blankety-blank  bird.  Fly  on  with  your  heart  shot  out!” 
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